Twelve Rifles at Fincennes
"What have I done," he cried, "to merit this? To think
that an infant is placed above me!"
"He couldn't wail more/' said Napoleon, then stared
incredulous, as Louis, pacing the floor, lashed out with,
"You shall not have him! I shall take him away! You shall
not separate a father from his son!" and other reproaches
all crazy enough, until Napoleon, for once in his life, re-
treated, crying, "Good God! what do they want now?" as
he banged the door*
But exasperated as he was with all three brothers,
again he relented, restoring them to their old places in
the proposed succession. Still Lucien was not satisfied.
His love-child must have a place. Adamant now, the first
consul refused. Lucien wrote a note to the palace, then
began to pack. Napoleon did not show anger as he
scanned the note. "I retire into Italy with nothing but
hatred for you in my heart," it read.
Long he sat there, staring into the dusk.
There were other problems to set him staring and to
hurry that march down the nave of Notre Dame. Murat
and a squadron of his dragoons had dashed over the bor-
der, right into the nest of Bourbon princes at Strasbourg,
had seized one and haled him to the walls of Paris, then
to the dark dungeons of Vincennes. Rumors were on ev-
ery tongue, and over the town hung that ominous atmos-
phere that preceded the Reign of Terror. Was the first
consul to emulate the regicides by shedding royal blood?
If such was his intention, his face betrayed no uneasi-
ness, the Sunday after the capture, as he listened to the
Latin sonorities of the mass, smelled the sweet fragrance
of the censers, and watched the pale fingers of the priest
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